CLIMATES

.lecture that I articulated badly, that the back rows had not heard.me,
and that I must not let my voice drop at the end of a sentence. I took
this very seriously, and with good results I trust, for he said no more
about it.

My trip to America was an important initiation. I made it alone,
being too uncertain of the difficulties and fatigues to take my wife
with me. On the Paris I learned about life on shipboard for the
first time, the ephemeral intimacies it can create, the bracing air of
the decks; the women stretched out on deck chairs with their legs
wrapped up in blankets by deck stewards as a grocer wraps up a
package; and the nightly conversations without end and without
subject beneath the stars, amid which a reddish moon comes up,
leaving a long luminous track upon the surface of the waters. For
the first time I satw, on arrival in New York, the aeroplanes and the
birds wheeling about the ship, the fishermen's boats, the noisy
launches of the Health Department, the fortified hills which on
nearer approach became skyscrapers, the pleasure resorts crowded
with quaintly decorated buildings, the picturesque and singular
animation of the Hudson River, then Pier 57 of the French Jine,
waving handkerchiefs, the mad confusion of the Customs shed and
finally the city, the city massive and geometrical and nevertheless
monstrous, the city that is gigantic and yet human.

At the end of a few days I wrote to a friend: *Come. Nothing
gives one more of a zest for life than a morning on Fifth Avenue.
Come. The atmosphere is young, the pedestrians hurry along.
The crowds, enslaved by the red and green lights, surge forward
in waves like the sea. The churches have the appearance of children
which other buildings lead by the hand. Come. The locomotives
have litde bells around their necks like the cows in Switzerland,
and the negro porters wear tortoise-shell glasses like young French
women. Come. The valley through which the train is- running is
called the Naugatuck. It winds among the cliffs like the valley of St.
Moritz. From each of the wooden stations one expects to see
Chariot emerge dressed as a clergyman. Close to the tracks hundreds

191